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soldier's blouse with a high, half-closed collar, strange
tight breeches and high boots. Although the
expression of his face was tense and fanatic, it struck
Ai-lan's heart as the smiling face of a fat roan could
never have done.

Her stare disturbed him. He looked her full into
the face, the bewildered face of a sixteen years old
woman. He smiled at her. This smile changed his
face completely, it took all its fanaticism away, made
it over-powering in its gentleness.

In Ai-lan's ears, the words of the orator who
proceeded to shout on the rostrum, whirred as an

incoherent buzzing. This man......, she thought, this

man.....oh, this man..........

The man put his finger on his lips and pointed at
the orator. Ai-lan was horrified. Had she been
thinking aloud ? Choked with shame, she turned,
squeezed through the crowd and ran away. The orator
on the rostrum shouted:

" The future of China is at stake. We have to make
a last, violent effort.........."

When Ai-lan reached her house, a hand touched
her shoulder. She gave a stifled scream and. staggering
round, found the calm face of the young man with the
shining black, close hair looking at her.

" My name is Tuan," he said, bowing a little. " I
would like to talk to you."

Ai-lan, in utter shame and confusion, stood silent.

" I want to talk to you," the young man repeated.
Ai-lan made a tiny, fluttering gesture,

" What are you afraid of ?" the young man asked.
" Is this the house you wanted to enter ?"